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his load snagged in some foliage, thus arresting his
fall to what would have been certain death.
Another time Pasmino disappeared as though
swallowed up. We worked our way carefully to the
edge of the rock on which he had been standing and
saw him in momentary safety on a ledge a few
yards below. It was a good hour before we had
pulled him to safety.
Still again Pasmino uttered a cry and, together
with a mass of stunted shrubbery, slid slowly from
sight. Everything at which he grasped gave way,
There was a drop of some two hundred feet to the
river from where he had been; and, when our calls
to him were unanswered, I felt he was gone beyond
saving.
But on clambering down we found him entangled
in a broken tree, his load still intact. Yet the force
of his fall had strained the tree to such an extent
that he did not dare to move. Placing a rope around
him, his load, and the tree all in the same bight, we
finally hoisted them all to safety,
I was the next. While crossing a narrow ledge
along a precipitous drop, the bulky haversack be-
tween my shoulders made me face the rock to work
my way over. It was some twenty feet to the other
side, and with considerable difficulty I had reached
the middle. Suddenly I noticed that the small
crevice in the rock-face to which I was clutching so
desperately appeared to be moving slowly upwards.
For the moment I could not understand the